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THE NEW IMPROVED 




[It’s all ihey 
►ay it is - 
and more / 


SAME 1 
SIZE 

AS 

f7* *&* 

FOUNTAIN PENS } 

ONLY 


$ 1,000 

REWARD 

to anybody who can 

prove that these testi- 
monials were solicited 
111 us. 

Inkograph has proven so 
satisfactory and has elicited 
considerable favorable com- 
ment am enclosing money 
order, please send me three 
more. T. J. Trow. Travel- 
ing Claim Agent, Joplin, Mo. 

The Inkograph fully justi- 
fies all claims you make. I 
own a Waterman but Inko- 
graph is far preferable. Frank 
11. Sargent. Oakland. Calif. 

You have one of the best 
writing Instruments I ever used 
legardless of price. I use 
the lowest grade stationery and 
there is never a blotch or scratch 
because of Its round smooth 
point. It is a wonderful invention. 

H. L. Orley, Albano. Va. 

Oh. boy, I am tickled skinny to 
bave the Inkograph. It's a darling. 

1 can now make carbon copies In 
taking orders and send originals in 
ink to factory instead of a penciled 
sheet. It surely flows over the paper 
ns if It were grease instead of ink. No 
trouble at all and a thing I could not 
do before to trace straight lines very 
fine and clean. No smear, no muss, of 
any kind. It’s just great. E. A. 
{Simms, Jersey City, N. J. 

My Inkograph Is the smoothest writing 
Instrument with which I have ever writ- 
ten. That is saying a lot. I am a 
1 '.eher by profession. I have a $7.00 
pen and another that cost more than the 
Inkograph. but Inkograph is better than 
cither. It is the greatest improvement in 
writing instruments since the Babylonians 
recorded their thoughts on clay tablets with 
■a triangular pointed reed. John It. Atwell, 
Chadwick. N. C. 


AGENTS 

This big value sells on 
sight. Handier and 

smoother writing than 

any fountain pen. Big 

profits, quick sales, no 
investment, no competi- 
tion, immediate commis- 
sions. Send for Inkograph 
and receive order book to 
start taking orders or 
write for FREE Sales 

Plan. 


ever used. 


A NSJFERS the purpose 
*1. of both pen and pencil 
combined! 

Actually improves your 
handwriting ! 

Writes freely and easily 
without a miss, skip or 
blur! 

Never blots, balks, dries 
up, scratches, leaks or soils 
hands! Writes equally well 
On rough or smooth paper! 
Wonderful for making car- 
bon copies with original in 
ink! 

Draws lines to a ruler with- 
out smear or smudge ! 
That’s what thousands of 
satisfied Inkograph users 
say. Many tell us it is the 
best writing instrument they 
have ever used regardless of 
price. Unlike a fountain pen, 
anyone can use your Inko- 
graph without fear of 
spreading or injuring its 
14-kt. solid gold point. 

Take advantage of our free 10 day 
trial offer and test the most satis - 
factory writing instrument you hav • 


PATENTED 
1. 27, 1923 


•PENCIL POINTED PEN 

^VheTerfecfWritini Instrument 


TRADEMARK 
Reg. U.S. Pat 
Off 


Combines the best Features 

of both pen and pencil, minus the 
weak points of both, plus im- 
provements not found in either. 

A Pen of Refinement 

Made of finest quality, highly 
polished, black fountain pen 
material, with 14- Kt, solid, 
gold point and feed, safety 
screw cap, self-filling lever 
and clip. Equal in work- 
manship, quality and appear- 
ance to pens costing con- 
considerably more. 

Cannot Leak 

One filling is sufficient 
to write thousands of 
words. 


Patent Automatic Feed 

prevents clogging. No complicated 
mechanism to get out of order. 
Makes 3 to 4 Carbon Copies 
at one time with original in ink. 
No pressure will bond, spread or 
injure its 14-Kt. solid gold point. 
Ideal for Salesmen’s Orders, Pri- 
vate Correspondence, Office, Sales 
and Billing Records or any work 
requiring exceptionally clear car- 
bon copies. 

If Dissatisfied With Your 
Fountain Pen 

— try the Inkograph, it'a all we ask. If 
not superior, handier and smoother writing 
than any pen you ever used, regardless of 
cost, return it to us and we’ll refund 
your money. 


INKOGRAPH CO., Inc., 199-733 Centre St., N. Y. C. 

i\r If TDC Stationery- Stores, Drug- Stores, Department Stores, 
IIlALEiViJ e tc., send, for our catalog and trade prices. 


■That hard smooth ball- 

■ like 14-kt. solid gold 
(point which makes writ - 

■ ing in ink possible ovet 

■ coarsest paper a? rapid- 
■ly as with softest pencil. 


if 


; Send No Money 

1 Your name and address is suf- 
J fleient. Pay Postman $1.50 

• plus postage. If within 10 

• days you are not entirely 
J satisfied return the Inkograph 
, and your $1 50 will be re- 

• funded without question. 

• Note — If remittance accom- 
i panies order Inkograph will 

• be sent postageprepaid. 

a Mark X here □ if you pre- 
■ fer small size with ring on 
t cap for ladies sautoir or 

• ©en’s watch chain, 


INKOGRAPH CO., INC., 

199-733 Centre St., N. Y. 

You may send me your Inkograph. I will 
entirely pay postman $1.50 plus postage on delivery. 


Name 
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A FAMOUS POEM 



“It Was the Kid’s Last Fight” 
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The Racket 

Story of Romance, Mystery, Passion and Love! 

by A. Dick 




“She was just stepping into the tub — when” 

without being seen from across the 
court. Languidly she reposed, but 
with senses still alert. So much was 
on her mind, that even had the hum- 
idity been less, slumber would have 
been very difficult. Her nerves were 
at a tension as she reviewed the 
events which had passed. So much 
depended on her, so very much. 
Could she do it? Would she fail, or 
would she succeed? She HAD to 
succeed. Had she known however, 

(turn direr) 


A LICE lay in bed, stretched full 
length. Even the sheets were 
hot. Both French windows of her 
apartment were wide open and the 
shades up all the way, still she could 
hardly breathe. Kicking off the top 
sheet, she lay there au naturel, as 
handsome as any Princess who ever 
lived, and as vital. Little light en- 
tered her room save the reflected 
moonbeams, and with the screens 
closed, she was safe until daylight 
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what the Future would hold, she 
would have hastened instantly to 
foreign shores, and tried to forget 
the whole affair. As it was, she 
tried to relieve her mind of the stress 
for the night; but thoughts would 
come darting here and there, 
ajumble, toppling over each other, 
confused, indefinite and distressing. 
She started to count sheep, but gave 
it up as a bad job; sleep just would 
not come. 

Voices came faintly to her ears 


from afar, then more clearly. She 
must have dozed off, after all. She 
sat bolt upright in bed with a start ; 
someone was in the room! She 
listened attentively; she must have 
been mistaken. My what folly to 
let her nerves get the better of her 
like that ; she must guard against it 
in the Future. 

About to lie down again, she once 
more heard voices — this time plainly, 
and realized that they came from 
the adjoining room, the one next to 
hers. Hastily slip- 
ping on a Dress- 
ing Gown, she tip- 
toed across the 
floor and pressed 
her ear to the thin 
door between — 

“ taking 

chances no 

-why should 
sup- 
pose they find it 
out — ” intermit- 
tent traffic made it 
impossible to fol- 
low the conversa- 
tion and get any 
sense out of it ; be- 
sides the speakers 
rarely raised their 
voices. One was 
a woman, that was 
certain, and there 
was a masculine 
voice, but whether 
just two people or 
more, it was hard 
to determine. She 
just HAD to see 
into that room, 
but how ? The 
keyhole ? It would 
be stuffed with pa- 
per, of course — 
she 1 o o k e d — it 
was. And from 
the other side. 



Real Story Book 


5 


There was no transom. Her keen 
eyes darted over the entire door 
searching for the slightest crack, 
but she was doomed to disappoint- 
ment ; there was none. Listening in- 
tently for any break in the conversa- 
tion, and choosing a spot which would 
"command the best view, she started 
to bore a hole through the door. 
Suddenly the talk stopped — she 
paused. Had she been discovered? 

She listened they were 

speaking again, but in some foreign 
language now. It was not French, 
nor German, was it Spanish? 

Again she bent to her task, and 
ere long, felt the point of the in- 
strument go through. She waited a 
second and once more listened. There 
was no conversation now, but in- 
stead, she heard the click, clickety- 
click of a typewriter. Hastily plac- 
ing an eye to the pin-point aperture, 
she saw — 

Nothing! That is, at first. And 
then — as her eye became accustomed 
to the focus, she saw — the type- 
writer. And directly in front of it, 
kneeling on a cushion, the typist. 
And the typist wore a mask 
— just a mask — nothing . 
else — that was all! 

Alice had seen 
many things, but 
THIS, why it 
was so unusual and 
bizarre, she almost gasped! Just 
what, was a beautiful girl, wearing 
no clothes but a mask, doing with a 
typewriter, at that time of night? 
And WHY? As she still watched 
and wondered, all of a sudden, out 
went the light. Even though Alice 
remained at the door for some time, 
naught save an occasional whisper 
rewarded her efforts ; and knowing 
that she could find out little else 
that night, reluctantly went to bed. 
But if she couldn’t sleep before, it 
was almost impossible now. Still 


rest was essential if she would be on 
the job early in the morning. 

* * ♦ 

Daylight was streaming in the 
window, when she awoke with a start. 
What time was it anyway ; a glance 
at her watch showed the hour of 
Seven, an hour lq.ter than she had 
intended arising. Listening at the 
door, all wp.s quiet, nor could she see 
a thing. Not up yet, thought she, 
and probably wont be for another 
hour — time enough for her toilette. 
Running the water iii her ultra 
fashionable bath, she mused over the 
situation. What a peculiar, inci- 
dence, or was it, coincidence? Just 
who were these persons in the next 
suite, and what was their game? 
Did this racket, by chance, have any 
connection with 
— t h e other ? 
Should s h e — 
yes, it would be 
worth her while 



to find out, at any rate, it promised 
interesting developments. 

She was just stepping into the 

tub — about half in, when the 

Telephone Bell' rang. Who could 
that be? And so early in the morn- 
ing? Her foot left its wet impress on 
the rug, as she went to answer the 
summons. “Hello, hello” “Num- 

ber please,” — “I don’t want ANY 
number, — you rang,” — “Excuzit 

(turn over) 
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been an accident of course, but they 
certainly picked out a good time. 
She was IN the bath this time, when 
again the bell jingled insistently. 
Well whoever it was, they’d have to 
wait, or call again, that’s all there 
was to it. Still she hurried, half dried 
herself, and with not as much on, as 
the law allows, picked up the receiver 
—ANYTHING to stop that bell. 

“Hello,” — she said, and then the 
line went dead. She had distinctly 
heard someone hanging up. Quickly 
she signaled the operator, “Give me 
Central please, and hurry.” Im- 
patiently she waited for what seemed 
to her, an eternity. “Number 
Please,” — came over the wire, “This 
is official 3-4-7, trace that last call 
to Woodside 8 — 300;” she hung up. 
Then it had NOT been an accident 
after all. 

She dressed, and it didn’t take her 
long. Would they never report on 
that call b— Not a sound from the 
next room yet — , suddenly her at- 
tention was caught by a small slip 
of paper beneath the door. Had 
that been there before? Strange she 
hadn’t noticed. The note read 
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“since you’re so wise figure this out” 

$ 9 ; 5 : 3 " # " 023439 ; 596974 — "/3 
% 94 — 358594 

So THAT was the secret of the 
typewriter ; a part of the mystery at 
least, even though a small part. It 
would take time to solve the code, 
but she had to find out, it might 
make a decided difference, and then 
again, it might not make the slight- 
est. No need to listen at the door; 
she KNEW the birds had flown. 

Once more the phone, but this 
time she lifted the receiver with alac- 
rity. “The call was from a pay 
station,” was all the information 
given. Putting on her hat, she went 
down to the office. “Those persons 
in the next room made so much noise 
last night I couldn’t sleep,” she com- 
plained, “just what kind of looking 
people are they?” “I don’t know,” 
the young fellow replied, “the night 
clerk has left, I’m the day man.” 

Alice seemed baffled at every turn, 
but not disheartened. Just as she 
stepped from the door to the side- 
walk, a man got into a cab. Noth- 
ing very unusual about that, a very 
common occurrence, but there was 
something about him that gave her 
pause. Was it his broad athletic 
back, the spring of his step, the poise 
of his bearing, a general air of de- 
termination, or what ? She could not 
decide, at any rate, it registered 
subconsciously; as also did the num- 



consulted a Telephone Book, marked 
down a number, but did not phone. 
Instead she proceeded on foot, in 
( turn to page 24 ) 
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Legitimate 
Variety 1 

b y 

Fuller Pep 

A Glance, a Chance, 

An Urge, a Surge, 

The Time, The Place, 

A Girl 

The Miss, a Kiss, 

A Ride, she Sighed, 
Her Cost, she Lost 

A Pearl 

She wept, he kept 
A Jane, ’twas plain; 

Both saw, no more 

The Churl 

And he, care free, 
Had Number Three, 
The Time, The Place 

The Girl 
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Behind the “Seens” 


by 

I. Dunn 



"Sign your name 
iu Ike book “ — 
carnet through 
the cell window. 


was in a building on Broadway near 
farty-sixth street, where they book 
the ‘small time.’ 

Despite placards announcing “Do 
Not Loiter In The Hall,” and “No 
Smoking,” the assembled group, 
superstitious to a degree, evidently 
did not believe in signs. “Say cul, 
we knocked ’em off the seats, but 
these guys don’t want talent, all 

they’re after is ” “ if I get 

Friday night, I’ll have three this 
week.” — “When we was at the Pal- 
ace—.” 

Two entrances— o n e marked 
“Private.” Inside the other, every 
variety of ego posed about the small 
enclosure; the “Greats,” “Near- 
Greats ,’ ’ and “Willing-to-be- 
Greats,” each trying to convince 
some fifteen dollars a week “SEC- 


RETARY,” that his name should be 
taken in, first. 

“Sign your name in the book,” 
comes through the cell-window, 
— mechanical, cold, indifferent. 
‘The Book,’ a cheap one where, 
day after day, the year ’round, 
names and addresses are 
signed in the forlorn 
hope of booking, a ‘dis- 
appointment’ on a bill, 
or — god knows what. 
‘The Book,’ never looked 
over, and once filled, 
finds its way to the 
trash-basket, to be re- 
placed by another. 

An interminable wait. 
Again the face at the 
cubby-hole. “ ‘Cornin’ and Goin’, 
nothin’ today; ‘Now and Then,’ 
come in tomorrer; ‘Endurance and 
Patience,’ wait; ‘Newman and Com- 
pany’ — he aint seen the act” — “No 

I aint seen the act either” “Yeh 

I seen that, but I aint seen this.” 
Behind the “Seens,” in the com- 
partment marked ‘Private’, sits the 
CZAR. The Mussolini upon whose 
shoulders rests the weight and cares 
of a ‘million’ actors. He has two, 
one-night-stands, on Long Island. 

A flashy, full-bosomed ‘soubrette’ 
made her way into the outer office. 
She showed plenty of sheer silk-cov- 
ered leg up to the knee, and the hip- 
walk swish, given to the near-skirt, 
disclosed more than plenty, of un- 
covered anatomy ABOVE the knee. 
She neither stopped at the Cubby- 
hole, nor signed her name in ‘The 
Book’ ; but with a pitying look at 
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the talent outside, took her 
‘talent,’ inside. 

Outside, the talent waited. 

Inside, the ‘talent’ was — be- 
ing “booked!” And from 
the time it took, she must 
have been given a long route, 
over the entire circuit. 

The side door marked 
“Private,” leading to 
the hall, opened. “Say 
Margie,” said her girl 
friend, “how long does 
it take ya to book a one 
night stand ?” “Why 
I never was so insulted in my 
life,” gushed Margie, — “can 
you imagine that old sun of 
a — — why what do ya sup- 
pose he had the nerve ta do — 

- — I was no sooner seated on 
the settee, than he looked at 
my legs — and took a GOOD 
look — then he up and said, ‘Listen 
girlie, I can give ya a date, — I got 
the contract, but you gotta come 



"flashy full-bosomed 
soubrette — showed 
plenty of uncovered 
anatomy ABOVE 
the knee" 


“And did ya come across?” ques- 
tioned the girl friend. 

“Well,” said Margie, flashing a 
paper, “I got the contract didn’t I?” 



BARELY GETTING 
ALONG 


The producers of “Artists 
and Models,” “Scandals,” and 
“Vanities,” certainly manage 
to keep a-breast of the times. 
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“Give the Little Girl a Hand” 


by 

I. Hurd 


BIG blonde had just fin- 
ished her exhibition of 
various muscular activities — “Give 
the little girl a hand,” spake the 
hostess. The din and clatter of 


waiting to see how much she would 
take off, and how little she would 
hide. A doddering lot of old fogeys 
with more money than brains, hoping 
to get a thrill, and praying that 




china, cutlery and conversation, was 
accentuated by the impact of wooden 
mallets upon the table-tops, with 
rattles and other noise-making de- 
vices made especially for that pur- 
pose. The ‘little’ girl, with the large 
expanse of uncovered anatomy, 
smiled, bowed, and smirked as if she 
liked it; just part of her job — an- 
other night’s work. To her, the 
asked-for applause, was applesauce. 
It wouldn’t add another nickel to 
her salary — didn’t mean a thing. 
Her ‘Art,’ — art hell — just a blase 
bunch of Broadway’s Night Life 


during her antics of the dance, some- 
thing would break, — and they would. 
Diamonds, clothes, nude femininity 
— she was sick of it all ; and yet she 
had to live. 

Life had not been very kind to 
the ‘little’ girl. She had been in 
love, desperately so ; and engaged. 
But her Prince Charming had gone 
away to college, and she had not 
heard from him again. Her letters 
although not returned, had remained 
unanswered. Nor was this the only 
sorrow; Time, in its passing, had 
left her alone, and dependent on her 
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own resources. The department 
stores, Macy’s and such, held no at- 
tractions — face and figure there, did 
not sell hardware or gro- 
ceries. And so she had 
drifted into the Night 
Club life as an entertainer 
- — well it was an existence 
anyway, and there was 
always the chance 
something better 
might turn up. 

The dressing-room 
conversation drifting 
about, came subcon- 
sciously to her ears. “Him,” 

“him,” and “HIM ” — they 
seemed to be singing hims. 

What of HER him? She 
had remained true in the hope that 
SOME day had he ah well ! 

In the meantime, there had been 
the orchestra leader, he of the long 
hair and dreamy eyes. He had in- 
vited her out, made love, held her 
hand — nothing more. He had ap- 
peal — of a certain kind, BUT, there 
was something lacking, something 
hard to define, an intangible absence 
of feeling that she could not explain. 
He had always played her solo num- 
bers with especial care and expres- 
sion, and she ‘kidded’ him along until 
he wouldn’t be ‘kidded’ any longer ; 
then he played them worse than ever. 
Tonight they bad been quite bad, 
but he had been at the cabaret a 
long while — she but a short time — 
so complaint to the manager would 
have been useless. All that remained, 
was to do the best she could. 

Then the old ‘gink’ who asked her 
to call him “Daddy,” — “Daddy,” in- 
deed! Why claim relationship with 
this man whom she hardly knew? He 
invited her to his apartment; and in 
an off moment, she had consented. 
It was to be a party, but the only 
‘party’ there, beside herself, was ‘his 
nobs.* She knew, if she stayed, what 



to expect. Nor were her expecta- 
tions incorrect. He tried to get 
fresh from the first. Not content 
with ‘petting,’ he tried ‘pawing,’ and 
was insistent that she stay. Why 
the old fossil was nearly sixty, and 
his only claim to consideration at 
all, was the fact that he had money 
— like all the rich fogeys, they think 
MONEY will pay for EVERY- 
THING — pay — who really has to 
PAY in THE LONG RUN! She 
did not claim to be a little tin dis- 
ciple, BUT — there were limitations, 
discriminations and considerations. 

She wouldn’t stay — that was all 
there was to it — so she thought; 
BUT — the door was locked! She 
demanded that he open it — he re- 
fused. She coaxed, pleaded, begged, 
stormed, all to no avail. “Please 
let me go,” she cried when every- 
thing else had failed. “They all act 
that way,” he said, “you’re like the 
rest.” “How DARE you,” she 
panted.” “Then why in the devil did 
you come,” he countered. Yes, why 
indeed? She couldn’t find a ready 
answer “WHY” he thundered. 

( turn to fdfe 13 ) 
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Willie 

by 

Ima Judge 

A toiler was Tillie 

She loved silly Willie 

And gave him the best that 
she could; 

But Willie loved Milly 

And Milly caught Tillie 

With Willie alone in the 
wood. 

Said Milly to Tillie 

If this silly Billie 

Will make good with both, 
he’s some kid; 

Now DID he or WILL he 

With Milly or Tillie 

Did Willie — well I’LL say 
he did! 
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Give The Little Girl A Hand 

(continued from page 11 ) 

“Well, not for this,” she managed. 
“No, not for this,” he repeated, “but 
for THIS , (he grabbed her by the 
wrists) you came to get something 
for nothing — to play me for an easy 
thing — and I’ll be damned if you’re 
going to get away with it.” With 
a force that she little dreamed he 
possessed, he threw her on the couch 
and tried to kiss her. She pushed 
him back and tried to rise, they 
struggled — her dress was torn. 
They battled — he was enraged to 
a frenzy — nearly emotional insan- 
ity; she was losing ground, but the 
knowledge that she was being taken 
advantage of, lent her additional 
strength. In sheer desperation, she 
exerted every last ounce of effort, 
and struck him full in the face — he 
toppled and fell heavily to the floor, 
but even as he was falling, she knew 
it was not the force of the blow 
alone. She was almost too weak to 
look, and lay on the couch for a few 
minutes to regain her breath, and 
quiet shattered nerves. 

He had not moved — was 

he — or was it just 

a ‘stroke’ 



" She pushed him 
back and tried 
to rise ** 


had never seen one, but nevertheless 
realized that something of the kind 
had happened to the inert mass on 
the floor that no longer barred her 
departure. Why didn’t she go — at 
once? Should she ring for a doctor — 
no, she couldn’t do that without com- 
promising herself. What SHOULD 
she do? Hastily arranging her 
clothing, and without as much as a 
second glance at the recumbent form, 
she unlocked the door, and hastened 
away, trembling in every fibre. The 
memory of that night would live with 
her a long time. It had been her 
first experience of this kind, and she 
made a mental vow that it would be 
the last. 

But how little and how frail are 
human determinations! It was not 
a great while before the ardor of 
her youth was set aglow by the viril- 
ity of a young Adonis, every ounce 
an athlete. He happened in, just 
one of the crowd, but she had espied 
him instantly, and at the moment, 
through her entire be- 
ing, there surcharged 
that electric thrill 
which is inevitably pro- 
duced by the clean, 
healthy opposites of 
sex. He was dark, 
b r o ad-shouldered, 
physically fit. One 
could see the mus- 
cular bulge beneath 
a light- weight 
serge, the strength 
of torso expanding 
a silken shirt, the 
poise, assurance, 
bright eyes of a 
fine healthy animal. 
The ‘little’ girl 
played not only to 
him, but FOR him, 
— and she GOT him; — only 
to learn that ANOTHER 
had first claim — another who 

( turn over ) 
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not only loved, catered 
DERSTOOD . — And so 
and ideal, was sent 
Eternity ! 

“Give the little girl 

hand,” the noise 

of wooden mallets 
on table-tops 
racket of 


seemed 


to, but UN- twirling rattles, crash of drum, ap-r 
another idol,' plause, whistling, all came in a rush 
crashing to to her ears. Had she been dozing — 

hundred years — and it 
seemed yesterday — 
but had it been fif- 
teen minutes ? 
She must 
hurry — 
bead her 
lashes, 
clean the 
smudged Mas- 
c a r a , and 
touch up her 
rouge ; change 
into the — well yes, 
there was almost 
enough of it to 
'call a costume — 
that is if one 
didn’t want 
to take in 
too much 
territory, 



“He had not moved — 

was he or- was 

it just a 'stroke'?” 


— or 

DID. 

Soon again, 
with a smile 
on her lips, 
she was out 
there with the 
others, singing 
the number, 
doing the 
‘taps,’ taking the per- 
functory encore. Then 
she was off — another 
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change to even less of a costume, for 
her specialty. , 

This time an “Interpretative 
Dance,” though interpretative of 
just what, no one seemed to under- 
stand, or even 


mind. “The 


wound itself and fluttered, unheeded, 
to the floor. The second veil, un- 
necessary as the. first, — hesitated 
longer, but eventually followed its 
counterpart. The Third Veil, in its 
clinging to the finely 
moulded outlines, ac- 
centuated, rather than 
subdued, the 
pointing, well- 
rounded bosom, 
undulating 



W o u nded 
Dove,” she 

had called _ 

it, but hav- 

ing been 

dubbed by one of the waiters, “The 
Dying Chicken,” — since that time, 
it had gone without any name at all. 

Why bother with Seven Veils — 
three were enough, in fact, as far 
as the audience was concerned, Three 
Veils, were FOUR too many. How- 
ever she wore Three and — little else. 
Into a spot-light she whirled and 
gestured, pirouetting here and there. 
One veil, through her gyrations, un- 


hips, full thighs, 
and generously 
proportioned but 
gracefully de- 
signed limbs. Here 
and there, through 
accident, or design, or 
both, rose-ivory 
gleaming nudity, firm, pulsating, 
vibrant, tantalized the roues, the 
middle-aged, and the simply curious. 
The music grew faster, the dancer 
kept time, the Third Veil was ma- 
nipulated with a deft skill of experi- 
ence — the dancer showed more 
abandon — and so did the Veil — it 
slipped from her shoulders — she held 
it as a screen — a fine net screen be- 
fore her — swaying to the right — 
swaying to the left — one corner 
(turn to page 47 ) 
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Sometimes girls are in, and some- 
times they are ALL in. 

AIN’T IT HELL 

When you have nothin’ to do and 
lots of time to do it! 

Mabel : “Harry’s an optimistist.” 
Pearl: “How c me?” 

Mabel: “Well the other night we 
was together — ” 

Pearl: “Yes—” 

Mabel: “And whaddye suppose 

he did?” 

Pearl: “No—” 

Mabel: “Yes — I’ll be damned if 

he didn’t — do a crossword puzzle, 
with a Fountain Pen.” 


IN THE VANITIES 

She : “What is it about these 

girls that makes you pay so much 
attention ?” 

He: “Nothing!” 


Some girls earn a living without 
getting it, and others get a living 
without earning it. 


MEMORIES 

What has become of Hinkey Dinkey 
Parlez-vous, 

Have you forgotten all the French 
you ever knew, 

Don’t you wish you could say again 
voulez-vous coucher and combien 
Hinkey Dinkey Parlez-vous. 


SHE KNEW 

A girl I knew named ‘Sister Sue,’ 
Had sweethearts new, more than a 
few, 

But her steady beau was — well he 
Was an Irishman named Kelly. 

One day her girl friend said to Sue 
“My Pat McCann, can make love 
too, 

He can, I know, like Kelly can,” 

Sue said, “He can — like Kel-ly can !” 


GETTING IT STRAIGHT 

You’ve got to have Jack, if you 
want the Queen. 


Many a WISE guy, gets trimmed 
by a manicure. 

YOU SHOULD PITY 

The poor hard working chorus girl — 
She has to bare a lot. 

Jim: “How does she dress?” 

Slim : “Can’t tell — I never watched 
her.” 


The sweet young thing said she 
was born in Freeport, — “Just to be 
near mother.” 



He was only a watch-maker’s 
‘baby,’ so she “gave him the works.” 



Early Morn 

— yes in the Summertime — and it looks like the Delaware Water Gap, 
but we’re not sure. — kesslere 



THE KIND THEY MEAN 

when you read about the “beautiful, budding adolescence of virgin youth.” 
And now you know ! — de mirjian studios 



“I ‘Wanda’ Where She’s Waiting— 

the girl I left What soulful eyes, and what High French heels ! 

Wanda Stevenson posing for 


— DE MIRJIAN 



YOU’LL HAVE TO ADMIT 

that Clara has IT ; “Me and my shadow,” says Miss Bow, and we agree — 
don’t you? — paramount studios 
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Who Won The Prize? 

The~> firsts, or t^h(L> booby, or— 


and MY DEAR! You should 
have seen how easy he was for 
ME to land. I was his first, you 
know, and BE-L1EVE ME, or 
believe me NOT, I made that 
boy STEP! He said I was a 
perfect blonde, a perfect thirty- 
six, and — oh just perfect all 


“You hate yourself, 
don’t you?” chimed in 
the tall 'bru- 
nette, “I held 
him longer than 
you did, and 
I’m NOT so 
damned per- 
fect!” 

Three other wo* 
men, each a different 
type, listened atten- 
tively and awaited an > 
opportunity to recount their expe- 
riences with this gay lothario, the 
Don Juan of the conversation. Fol- 
lowing the afternoon Bridge, which 
had been somewhat of a failure as 
several disappointed, those who were 
present, drifted into spicy reminis- 
cences. One alone, somewhat older 
and more drab, did not join in the 
conversation to any great extent ; 
she told no snappy stories, nor did 
she speak of past conquests, real or 
fancied. She had not met the others 
before, but having been sent as a 
proxy, was accepted as such, though 
she ‘sat out’ most of the time, or 
was ‘dummy,’ 

There were cocktails' and cigar- 


ettes, both of which were indulged 
in without stint. Behind an unusu- 
ally long, jade holder, the dreamy 
soulful, violet eyes of The Brunette, 
peered through the hazy blue clouds 
of curling smoke. “Suppose,” she 
said, “we each tell our story, leav- 
ing nothing out, and making noth- 



ing up ; and the one who tells the 
best, will get a prize.” 

“Who will decide,” asked The 
Blonde, “we can’t take a ballot, each 
one will vote for themselves.” “Why 
not leave it to the Proxy,” suggested 
The Lady with the Auburn Hair. 
“A good idea, you WOULD think 
of a way,” said The Flapper, — and 
so it was agreed. 

“I knew him first,” piped up The 
Blonde, “so I’ll begin.” “We’ll cut 
the cards, if it’s agreeable,” The 
Brunette, as hostess, replied, and 
so — they did. By some strange 
chance of Fate, it fell to The Blonde 

( turn over) 
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anyway, and smilingly she arose. 

“We were both at college,” she 
began, * — “huh, YOU at college,” 
broke in The Flapper — “please 
don’t interrupt,” said the hostess, 
“you’ll have YOUR chance later.” 
“We were both at college,” repeated 
The Blonde, “I had been INVITED 
— to a ‘Prom.’ The evening was 
well under way when I spied him, 
and because he was tall, dark, ath- 
letic and handsome, so different 
from the others, I decided to land 
him. A mutual girl friend intro- 
duced us; he scribbled his name on 
my program, and I, with an inward 
smile of satisfaction, just made my 


plans and anxiously waited, 
last; — he danced divinely; I 
was in his arms, he held me 
close, so close. I was car- 
ried away by the magnetism 
of his embrace, his 
vivid personality, vi- 
tality, his superb 
; it was my first 
thrill, and he 
have 


At 


rhythm 
REAL 
mu s t 



that ecstasy of the dance that his 
presence not only inspired, but cre- 
ated. “The moonlight is wonderful,” 
he whispered, and my eyes told him 
‘YES!’ 

“A shady bower, a rustic bench, 
the moonlight casting its silver 
sheen, the vibrance of Nature, every- 
where — again I was in his arms, but 
this time even closer than before, 
and — different. He held me in a 

LOVER’S embrace with all the force 
of his Latin temperament ; I could 
feel his heart-beats, and he must 
have felt mine. He kissed me, and 
HOW! His hot lips pressed against 
mine, we both were lost in a swoon 
of delight, an Eternity of blissful 
magnificence. W e 
lost all account of 
time, forgot all 
about the 
dance, in that 
wildly roman- 
tic episode of 
the bower. 
He was mine! 
And not for that 
night only. There 
were other nights, and 
other times. We were 
together almost con- 




known it. He asked for another, 
and I gave him all the open sppts I 
had left on the program. Never be- 
fore, nor since, have I experienced 


„stantly, and when 
apart, simply 
lived for the time 
when we could be 
together again. 
He took me every- 
where, bought me 
diamonds, show- 
ered me with gifts. I called him 
‘Rex,’ and he called me ‘Queen,’ HIS 
Queen ; and he never tired of gazing 
at my figure — -my perfect thirty- 
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six, in a street dress, in a ball gown, 
or in a BATHING SUIT — he liked 
me best in a Bathing Suit — yes, a 
One Piece Bathing Suit. He said I 
looked like Venus, in a Bathing Suit 
— but SHE never wore one — that 
is, one like MINE!" 

( They all smiled. The Lady with 
the Auburn Hair, sneeringly, The 
Brunette, pityingly. The Flapper, 
amusedly, most amusedly.) 

Unmindful 
of the others, 
and absorbed 
in her topic, 

The Blonde 
con t i n u e d . 

‘‘And then, 
one night — 
that night — 

THE night! I 
felt that AT 
LAST the 
time had 
come; he was 
more alive, 
more eager, 
more amorous 
than ever. His 
kisses nearly 
overwhelmed 
me, I tingled 
with excite- 
ment. His lips 
were upon 
mine, his 
hands placed 
more carelessly, — or more carefully 
than ever before — I was sure — 

SL T RE that he would but he 

DIDN’T! He didn’t •” 

There was a pause, pregnant with 
anticipation. “Didn’t WHAT,” 
chorused the others, — “didn’t ask 
me to marry him,” finished The 
Blonde weakly. “Oh,” said the 
others, ur 

The Flapper scrunched the butt 
of her nearly consumed cigarette 
into an ash tray, as she arose with 


an oh-is-THAT-all expression. 

“Where I met him doesn’t 
matter,” she started, “but he’s 
SOME playmate, and I certainly 
played around with him a lot. Say 
listen, when it comes to Sheiks ■ — 
well Valentino sure had nothin’ on 
THIS baby. When it came to 
makin’ love, — he was the cats, and 
it’s too bad they never got him in 
Movin’ Pitchers. If they ever DO, 
well I’m here 
to tell the 
the world, 
there a i n t 
enough thee- 
aters to hold 
the mob. Well, 
one day when 
I was all 
dolled up like 
Mrs. Aster’s 
pet p u p, he 
give m e the 
once over and 
says, ‘Atlantic 
City?’ Just 
like that. 
‘Yeh,’ I says, 
‘I’ve heard of 
the place.’ 
‘And you’ve 
never been 
there?’ he 
asks. ‘Well, 
not lately,’ 
says I , be- 
cause I didn’t want to let on I was 
ignorant like; but to tell the truth, 
the nearest I ever was to Atlantic 
City, was the ferry boat to Wee- 
hawken. 

“Well, one hot day we grabbed 
the rattler — no day coach, we tra- 
veled dee Loox, Pullman, diner, and 
all the trimmin’s. And when I 
- lamped the boardin’ house where we 
wuz to stop, gee, I thought it was 
the Capitol at Washin’ton. Fer 
money, marbles, or chalk, its SOME 
(turn to page 49 ) 
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( continued from page 6) 

the opposite direction to which the 

Taxicab had departed. 

CHAPTER II 

Hal Weston was strolling along 
Fifth Avenue toward the Grand 
Central. He 
had been given 
c.e r t a i n in- 
structions 
along general 
lines, but after 
that, was to 
use hjs own 
judgment. 

H i s assign- 
ment was not 
to start until 
the following 
day, and so he 
was just 
strolling 
about, when 
something, ha- 
bit, or chance 
of Fate, di- 
rected his 
footsteps to- 
ward the term- 
inus where 
t h o u s a nds, 
day and night, 
hasten to and 
fro. 

An inde- 
pendent in- 
come, allowed 
Hal to dress 
in the height 
of fashion, and 
to pursue any 
vocation, o r 
avocation, he 
chose. And 

so, he had engaged in a calling which, 
to him, seemed to offer the greatest 
scope for his ability to analyze a sit- 
uation, make a study of human na- 
ture in all its phases, and offered 
not only zest, but excitement. 



‘A man of decided dimensions entered.' 


Standing near the Information 
Desk, he lighted a cigarette and 
glanced nonchalantly about at the 
throng. Same old thing, he thought, 
and was about to move on when he 
FELT, rather than saw, that he was 
being ob- 
served. Had 
his training 
been any the 
less, Hal 
would have 
turned imme- 
diately ; as it 
was, he flicked 
the ashes from 
his cigarette 
and bided his 
time. 

“When does 
the next train 
leave for 
Montreal,” in 
well modulat- 
ed, refined, 
feminine tones, 
reached h i s 
ears. The 
speaker evi- 
d e n 1 1 y was 
well-bred. 
“The last 
train ’s gone 
no more to- 
night five- 
fourteen to- 
morrow after- 
noon,” came 
without pause, 
and in the cus- 
tomary mono- 
tone of all in- 
formation 
clerks. H a 1 
away, then, as if 
his mind, half 


took a few steps 
suddenly changing 
turned, and observed, from the cor- 
ner of his eye, the lady with the 
golden voice. 

Even the fleeting glance as he 
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passed, disclosed the fact that she 
was indeed beautiful and possessed 
an undeniable poise and charm. She 
never came from Montreal, was his 
inward comment. With masculine 
strides, he proceeded in the direction 
of the waiting room, forming his 
plans the meanwhile. He did not 
want to lose sight of this beauty, 
and felt that she, did not want to 
lose sight of him. He reclined on 
the settee which faces the doorway 


surely could be approached. 

And why not, thought Hal, it’s 
my night off ; might as well step out 
for a bit of romance before the mor- 
row. Coming to a certain decision, 
he also approached the table, and 
seating himself on the other side, 
facing her, also started to write — 
nothing in particular. He took in 
every detail of the cameo face with 
the peach-blow complexion ; blue 
eyes, the golden hair that went with 



“Every detail of a figure that would have shamed a Venus, was distinctly 

visible, — and more!” 


and watched ; sure enough, she was 
coming. His earlier impressions as 
to her beauty of face and form, were 
not amiss. In the parlance of the 
time, “she was there!” 

She passed him by, and went di- 
rectly to a small table. Selecting 
paper and pen, she started to write. 
There was something in her manner, 
both as she passed, and sat there, 
which plainly indicated that she 


the golden voice. Hardly innocent, 
he thought, but almost too good to 
be true. And she doesn’t come from 
New York either. How to make an 
opening without being commonplace, 
occupied his attention. She prob- 
ably divined his intention ; just prob- 
ably. At any rate, she solved the 
problem for him. 

“Pardon me,” again the musical 
voice, “is there an envelope I may 
( turn to page 44 ) 
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Tale 

by I. Hurd 



ROM a clear sky, the evening 
rain descended in sheets, 
swirling, blowing and soaking every- 
thing within its reach. Standing at 
a semi-sheltered corner, the umbrella 
he carried afforded but meagre pro- 
tection — still it was better than 
nothing. 

His attention was suddenly fo- 
cused near a particular spot on the 
treacherous asphalt, for one of those 
impossible-to-get-in-a-storm yellow 
conveyances, had suddenly skidded. 
It was of but passing moment; how- 
ever during the meantime, from 

a r o und 
the cor- 


ner, a figure had suddenly darted 
beside him. 

One appraising glance at the am- 
ple proportions of a well rounded 
figure, accentuated in high relief by 
the pale blue Organdie, now wet 
and clinging, satisfied all doubts in 
his mind. He knew the face, when 
he should observe it, would be well 
in keeping. It was. 

Natural chivalry, prompted him to 
offer such protection as may be af- 
forded, by that article of manufac- 
ture, which is supposed to shield one 
from the rain — but doesn’t. 

“Oh thank you so much, you’re 
very kind,” she murmured, and the 
voice was low and well 
modulated. She kept 
nervously glancing at a 
wrist- watch. 
“Are you in a 
hurry?” he 
asked; “Nn-o,” 
she replied, 
“but I would 
like to get home 
before it gets 
any worse or I 
catch cold.” 
That was his 
cue to ask 
“Where IS 
home,” and he 
was experi- 
enced. 

Feeling the 
contact of her 
adolesce nee, 
when, at an 
extra gust, she 
huddled more 
closely against 


Real Story Book 


27 



him, he ventured— ^“Shall I get a permission, in fact at her suggestion, 
taxi?” “I only live a couple of he removed his shoes to dry. This 
squares,” she replied. Ah! from • by intermittent heat, furnished 
Philadelphia he decided, they say through a radiator, upon occasions 
‘blocks’ in New York. only, by a none too energetic jani- 

She led him, in the so called ‘roar- tor. 
ing forties,’ to an apartment on “Smoke if you like,” she invited, 
forty-sixth street near Eighth Ave- handing him a magazine, “and par- 
nue. don me while I change.” Behind an 

“My but you’re wet, I trust you art screen of fairly sparse propor- 
haven’t caught cold,” he said. “You tions she nearly disappeared. The 
look pretty damp yourself,” she magazine was opened, but not a 
countered, “wouldn’t you like to page was turned. His eyes were not 
come in and get warm?” He would even upon it, nor were his thoughts. 
— and he DID. I wonder, he mused, whether it is the 

Her apartment was hers alone, same old pastime. They’re always 
Despite its locality in the heart of playing the races or playing the 
the world’s greatest theatrical dis- ‘Johns.’ If she makes her reappear- 
trict, it was cozy and well furnished, ance in negligee, I’ll know I’m right. 
There was even a Radio. She did She came out in a Kimono — true 
not commit the faux pas of saying to FORM. Dainty slippered feet, 
‘Won’t you be seated!’ She knew an occasional gleam of unstock- 

(turn to page 30 ) 
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( continued from page 27) 
inged symmetry peeped from none 
too confining folds. Laughingly re- 
clining, with attempted nonchalance, 
she assumed the lower-limb posture 
formerly supposed to be man’s sole 
perrogative. If his natural interest 
was aroused before — it certainly 
went higher now. Was it by acci- 
dent, or chance — or was there really 
a motive? 

Followed a pause — the Radio was 
suggested. ’Neath shaded lights, he 

tuned in (it must have been 

‘Old Timers’ Night’)— 

“SPEECH”— 

He started the conversation 
— usual bromides — 

“Remember The Day You Went 
Away ” 

He grew reminiscent — never 
had a chance — always misun- 
derstood — 

“I Never Knew A Girl Like 
You ” 

— Could be happy in an attic on 
bread and cheese if necessary 
— always longed for a home — 
if he had only met the right 
one — 

“When The One You Love 

Loves You ” 

Life could be one eternal hap- 
piness — ideal under certain con- 


ditions — harmony would reign 
supreme if rightly mated — nev- 
er took advantage of any girl — 
‘Follies’ — ‘Scandals’ — ‘Vanities’ 
sex — 

(their positions shifted un- 
easily) 

(she drew closer) 

(a short period of time 
elapsed) 

“I’m Sitting On Top Of The 

World ” 

(more time) 

“The Melody That Made You 

Mine ” 

(still more time) 

“Oh Katharina ” 

( MUCH more time) 

“Sleepytime Gal ” 

He glanced at the time, raising 
his line of vision to the mantle clock 
- — my he had no idea — the hour 
was — 

“LOPEZ SPEAKING”— 
“Must you go,” she queried. 
“Must,” was the response. 

She pouted. He put on his shoes. 
They were dry. So were the pave- 
ments. He argued with his con- 
science. 

Anyway, WHO had insisted, in 
the morning, that he take his um- 
brella ? 
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Aint Nature 
Grand 

A page of Truth from the 
book of Life 

by 

Ben Thare 


S HE and I are friends. I see her 
every day and night ; and she sees 
me — a lot. I see her a lot, and a 
lot of HER — there’s a distinction 
AND a DIFFERENCE! 

We’ve never had a quarrel; we 
never will have. In fact I’m her 
best, her VERY best companion. 
We’ve known each other for a long 
time — EVER so long, but she’s never 
given me any presents, and I’ve never 
spent a cent on her. 

I’ve seen her happy, sad, disap- 
pointed ; early in the morning, late 
at night, throughout the day. Many 
a time I’ve been present when she 
combed her hair, rouged her lips, 
and touched up her eyebrows. I’ve 
seen her with lovers, fondly embrac- 
ing — I’ve been there when she has 
been kissed, and been kissing. 

I’ve seen her at her best, and her 
worst — in the Winter, in the Summer 
— all the year round. We never 
talk back, have a difference of opin- 
ion, or argue about a thing. We 
get along together famously because 
I have never lied to her, but dis- 
closed always, nothing but the 
TRUTH — I am sure she realizes and 
appreciates this. 

I’ve been right beside her when 
she has burst into song, when she 
has wept bitter tears of regret, 
while she has spoken aloud her very 
thoughts. 

She would rather part with every- 
thing she possesses than to give me 
up — I am quite indespensable to her 
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happiness, her very LIFE ; she has 
never told me so, but I KNOW — be- 
sides I know too much about her — 
almost EVERYTHING! All the 
exercises she takes to reduce here, 
and to build out there; I’ve seen all 
the secret preparations, all the sub- 
terfuge, and all the camouflage. 

Many a time I’ve silently gazed 
at her full figure as she arose in the 


morning, and when she disrobed for 
bed at night. She and I are, and 
always have been, models of pro- 
priety ; and yet, to me, not one curve 
of her superb captivating, voluptu- 
ous form, is a mystery. I’ve seen 
her all, and altogether. 

I am not her husband. 

I am not her maid. 

I am her mirror. 


c At First and Then 



by 

A. F. Lurt 

An actor fair, a maiden sweet, 
Eyes that in a side glance 
meet, 

A hotel in a nearby street 
— Mash. 


Caution for the time forgotten, 
Warning cries too late to stop 
’em 

The ‘lady’s’ husband came and 
got ’em 

— CASH! 
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' II ’HE door slammed as he went 
out! They had quarreled again, 
but this was the worst — she threw 
herself on the bed and sobbed as if 
her heart would break. This then 
was to be the end — he had left her, 
was gone for good, this man whom 
she loved, and to whom she had given 
— her all. Sobbing gave way to de- 
spair — despair to determination. She 
arose, put out the light and raised 
the shade. It was late in the evening, 
but frightfully oppressive; a glow- 
ing red, summer-sun hung low in the 
western sky. The humidity was 
almost overpowering ; stepping well 
back into the shadows, she stripped, 
sponged, and donned her ' thinnest 
negligee. 

Seated at the window, gazing into 
space, forming plans. Here and 
there, a light in the windows across 
the court — a fleeting shadow — an- 
other darkened window and raised 
shade — and soon another. How 
many eyes were peering into the 
gloom, and who was behind them? 

Below, a VERY Loud Speaker, 
attached to a cheap Radio, belched 
forth the horrible sounds ; called by 
some, music. From another apart- 
ment, in discordant opposition, a 
different station made the jangle 
worse; an infant squawked; the 
driver of a private car, too lazy to 
get out and ring the door-bell, kept 
up a tattoo on his horn trying to 
attract someone’s attention, and suc- 
ceeding by attracting everyone’s. 
Her nerves were on edge- — was every- 
body happy but she? 


Subconsciously, her mind drifted 
back to the days when she HAD 
been happy. A care-free girl, 
healthy, strong, full of the vigor 
and vibrance of youth — and that 
day she had stolen off, early in the 
morning, to a secluded pool — and 
gazed at her nude reflection in the 
smooth crystal, of the waters below. 
The laughing blue eyes, frank in 
their innocence, the glint of the sun 
in her golden hair, the clear-cut, 
ivory-white, well-rounded torso of 
budding, virgin adolescence. The 
picture was a pleasing one — she im- 
agined herself a nymph, a mermaid, 
about to charm with her wiles, 
some lucky, or unlucky boatman, 
WHEN— 

She SENSED rather than saw, 
or heard — DANGER! Hastily div- 
ing into the shimmering depths, she 
was instantly clothed by their cool, 
invigorating secrecy, though her 
cheeks flamed scarlet. Who had 
found this place — who had invaded 
the privacy of this swimming hole 
that she thought no one else knew 
— WHO had gafced upon her, as she 
posed upon the bank in fancied 
security ? 

Swimming to the surface, with 
just her head above the waters, and 
circling about, she searched the 
shores intently with far-seeing eyes. 
This bank, that bank, the opposite 
bank — she saw — nothing. Not a 
sound, save the splash of water 
reached her alert ears. Could she 
have been mistaken? Hardly; — 
intuitively she knew that someone 
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was watching; some ‘Peeping Tom!’ 
What tragic a predicament ! Her 
clothes were on the bank, she 
couldn’t get out and get them, and 
couldn’t stay where she was forever. 
Her mind worked fast — she could 
swim beneath the water and go 
way up the bank, sneak into the 
woods and, behind the trees, work 
her way to the bush beside which 


her clothe? lay. She would have to 
take the chance of getting hold of 
SOMETHING before she was seen. 
She was just about to start as — 
“Good morning, little mermaid,” 
came from the exact spot where she 
had previously stood. Hastily turn- 
ing in the water, she saw him — 
young, handsome, smiling — “you’re 
horrible,” she said ; “you’re beauti- 
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ful,” he retorted. Again 
her cheeks burned hotly 
— “Oh,” she almost 
screamed, — “did you 
— how long have you 
been here?” “I just 
came,” he replied. (She 
knew he was lying) — 

“well just GO AWAY,” 

— can’t you s e e — I 
haven’t a n y — I — my 
clothes — oh PLEASE 
— you LOOK like a gen- 
tleman.” “I thought 
you said I was hor- 
rible,” — “well I didn’t 
mean — I — oh why don’t 
you go way over to the 
other side, and dive in,” 
she suggested. “I can’t 
swim,” he said— “so 
much the better,” she 
came back. (Then the 
thought occurred to her 
that if he COULD 
SWIM, he MIGHT— 
oh that would NEVER 
do!) “If you don’t go 
away instantly,” she 
said, “I’ll never speak to you 
again,” — “and if I do,” — “oh 
ANYTHING, — yes, I swear it, 
please, I’m getting cold — go far, 
FAR away.” Taking a last look, he 
turned, plunged into the woods and 
was gone, without another word. 

She waited in the water a while 
longer, and then slowly made her 
way to the shore. Fearfully, she 
emerged, RAN to her clothes, .and, 
all dripping and wet, without stop- 
ping to dry, dressed as best she 
could. Indignantly she hastened 
away. Keep her promise INDEED ! 
She would never go to that place 
again, NEVER. However — 

She did. The very next morning, 
but NOT to swim. What made her 
go, she didn’t know — what strange 
motive drawing her back to the 


place, like a criminal, possessed her? 
Sure enough, he was there — she was 
about to run away but he saw her, 
knew that he had won, and that she 
had lost. 

Casual conversation gave way to 
a more intimate exchange of confi- 
dences which drifted into ardent 
love-making, kisses, the intimate em- 
brace of passionate yearning. She 
listened to his suggestion, his plan, 
his promise. 

The following day, he left, and 
she — left with him. They motored 
far — they were together — what else 
mattered? ' The wild exuberance of 
youth held full sway. Love un- 
leashed, exotic, all-consuming, rap- 
turous — it was not an instance of 
Give and Take, it was a case of give, 
give, GIVE. Each lived for the 
(turn to page 41 ) 
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Without 


She simply wouldn’t wear 
’em — 

And caught cold arid 
Had an AWFUL time, 
so 

Sick in bed — and 

The next time it was cold 
and rainy, she 

Put ’em on — but 

They were a doggone nui- 
sance, and 

Such a bother, she 

Simply COULDN’T get used 

to — 



RUBBERS! 




There’s A Head-dress Anyway 

but why does Ziegfeld waste money? Katherine Burke is there, and 
THERE in ‘Rosalie.’ — Alfred cheney johnston 



‘Lavender,’ and Old Lace 

we see the lace, and we don’t Miss Lavender. A slender figure with 
fine flesh tones. — de mirjian 



BUSTED? 

— Yes ! But not broke! This model shows an exceedingly fine develop- 
ment of the torso; firm round breasts that do not sag. — de MIRJIAN 



Marion Morgan Dancers 


41 


Why Did She Ever 

(i continued from page 35) 
other, each tried to outdo the other 
in the technic of the greatest mov- 
ing force since the beginning of 
Time. He was attentive, considerate 
— she captivating, alluring, wonder- 
ful! No half-hearted affair was 
this, no romance for a day — they 
were wrapped in each other, heart, 
mind, and soul. Once in his arms, 
she melted, her hot kisses vied in 
intensity with the ardor of his, her 
soul soared to the heights, she was 
in another world, and — she was 
nearly ALWAYS, in his arms. Hon- 
eyed phrases, pet names, whispered 
nothings— they sailed upon the top 
crest of the Sea of Excitement — 
their life together a Dream of Per- 
fection until — 

SHE came — the other woman, she 
of the Titian tresses. They had met 
at a dance, and since that time, there 
had been a difference — a great dif- 
ference. In his eyes there was 
shortly that far away look — he was 
restless, impatient, fault-finding. 
He tried to hide this new female in- 



terest of his, unsuccessfully; she of 
the early morning bath, knew — and 
knew only too well. 

Every ounce of love, attention, 
care, and coquetry she could com- 
mand, was brought into play, yet 
slowly, but surely, she saw, and knew, 
that no longer were his thoughts and 
his desires of her alone. Gradually 
she saw herself drifting into the 
background, fading into the Past, a 
Cast-Aside, just a trampled Rose- 
Bud by the wayside. She would play 
second-fiddle to NO one, and told 
him so. Fatal error, for now she 
played, — not at all. That very 
night she spent alone — and the next 
night — and the next. 

The necessity for employment be- 
came imperative. Work — anything 
— anything to forget — a shattered 
romance, a broken heart, alone, 
adrift in the merciless whirlpool of 
an existence. But where — WHERE? 
Wearily she tramped from place to 
place, answered the ads., visited the 
agencies. No one seemed to need a 
stenographer, and what else could 
she da? Her resources were getting 
low — rent was due; with a deter- 
mination born of desperation, she 
entered the office of a large concern 
and asked to see the president. He 
sent out his secretary — and two 
women, were galvanized into statues ! 
Neither the one nor the other could 
speak — neither the seeker for em- 
ployment with the blue eyes and the 
golden hair, nor the secretary to 
the president — she of the Titian 
tresses ! 

What had happened after that 
was obscure, a merciful oblivion had 
shut out all else. • • • • * 

At the awakening, as she gradu- 
ally came into possession of her sen- 
ses, it was with the knowledge that 
she was in a strange place, and that 
someone was bending over her - — 
she had a vague impression that 

(fura over) 


42 


Real Story Book 


HE had come back, but 
the man looked like a 
doctor — probably was 
— she was sick, that 
was it — burning up — 
the delirium of fever 

perhaps the nurse 

— the NURSE, — s h e 
had RED HAIR! She 
closed her eyes — she 
couldn’t bear — or was 
it her imagination P 
And then she heard — 

HIS voice gently call- 
ing her name — it sound- 
ed so far — so very far 
away — was it really — 
and then it seemed 
closer — and then, she 
opened her eyes and — 

KNEW. He HAD come 
BACK. 

The knowledge lent 
speed to her recovery, 
and it was not a great 
while before she, with 
forgiveness, again 
attempted to pick 
up the tangled thread of their life 
together. He was once more kind 
and attentive, and she did her best, 
but still between them, there was the 
thought that he had been untrue. 
Try as hard as they would, it was 
not the same, could never be; sadly 
both realized that the destroyed 
Bloom of Confidence, could never 
blossom again; that love without 
trust, is but the Ashes of Desire. 
The result was inevitable — he would 
go back — to the other — * * * * 

he DID go back — HE WAS WITH 
HER NOW— 

Suddenly her attention was ar- 
rested by a profiled shadow on a 
window-shade that flapped in the 
breeze — yes, it MUST be — she was 
almost positive, — and in his arms — 
the OTHER WOMAN ! She watched 



more intently, they were kissing — 
her arms were about his neck, his 
hands were grasping her — 

She wanted to scream — stop 
them — what right had the other — 
she’d go to. the room — find it some 
how — knock on the door and de- 
mand her due she couldn’t move. 

There was a dazzling flash of 
lightning, followed by the rumble of 
distant thunder — she was cold — 
VERY cold — she threw off the feel- 
ing of inactivity — rain was splash- 
ing in her face — she arose, rushed 
to the window — it was daylight — 
she peered out and saw — no one ! 

— there was no light no drawn 

shade nothing at the window 

opposite. She hastily closed her 
window. Was it a dream? 

She gazed about the room — 
the bed hads not been slept 
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in — he had gone — • 
she hadn’t dreamed 
THAT. With chat- 
tering teeth, she 
wearily dragged 
herself to the bed 
— the phone bell 
rang — she wouldn’t 
answer — she would 
• — she wouldn’t — it 
might be HE ! The 
usual insistence of 
continued ringing, 
decided the question 
for her. She arose, 
weakly removed the 
receiver from the 
hook, and listened 

— it 

was the 

WRONG NUM- 
BER— 

Why, oh WHY 
did she ever — 


Marry a 
Traveling 
Salesman ! 
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(.continued from page 25 ) 
have?” “Why certainly,” he re- 
plied, and handed her one graciously. 
She thanked him with a smile, dis- 
closing perfect teeth, and a Cupid’s 
Bow, of its own right. He waited 
till she had addressed the envelope, 
and then asked, “pardon me, but 
didn’t I hear you mention Mon- 
treal?” “Yes,” she replied sweetly, 
“why?” “I live in Montreal,” he 
lied beautifully, “perhaps you would 
care to motor up, I’m going to leave 
in the morning.” “Perhaps,” was 
all she said. 

In low tones, they continued the 
conversation ; Hal was naturally 
wary, but for once, was taken off 
his guard. He had seen miny 
beautiful women before, but she was 
by far, their superior; handsome, 
alluring, gracious, charming, intel- 
ligent, and in addition, possessed the 
most magnetic personality that he, 
with all his experience, had ever en- 
countered. 

“Tomorrow then,” she con- 
tinued, “and may I surely de- 
pend upon it?” “You can BET 
on it,” replied Hal. “ — and TO- 
NIGHT?” Again she smiled and 
with all the wiles of all the sirens of 
history combined. Hal was 
sunk, and he knew it. And ^'a 
she knew it. And 
he knew that she 
knew it. And she 
— well, as they left 
the station — to- 
gether, Hal hailed 
a Cab. . . . She let him 
hold her hand. 

After the theatre, an- 
other Ca|j. . . . She let him 
kiss her. ... At Central Park 
West, the Cab was dismissed. 

. . . They ascended in the elevator. 
In her apartment, she kissed HIM. 
And she COULD! Experienced as 
he was, Hal had never before known 
to what wild heights, the passionate 


embraces of a voluptuary could 
ascend. She kissed him madly, and 
he returned her kisses, just as mad- 
ly; he was nearly insane with the 
excitement of the moment. Excus- 
ing herself at last, she retired, and 
shortly returned in the most daring 
negligee he had ever seen, even in 
Paris. Every detail of a figure that 
would have shamed even a Venus, 
was distinctly visible, and more. He 
was nearly overcome with the reve- 
lation, and forgetful of everything 
but the magnificence of the creature 
before him, and the enchantment of 
the moment. 

Human nature has its limitations ; 
he arose and grasped her almost 
roughly, crushing her to his bosom. 
Their lips were pressed together, 
her hot kisses burned into his very 
soul ; he led her to the couch— again 
they were locked in each others 



arms ; she was as 
turbulent as a 
seething volcano, and he on 
the verge of distraction. She kissed 
his hair, his eyes, the tip of his ear; 
he felt her shoulders, arms, bosom, 
and the sensuous nearness of her 
body. “My god,” he vehemently 
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cried, “this is awful!” (There was 
a knock at the door.) 

“My god,” she cried, “my hus- 
band !” 

Hal cooled as if ice. Quickly his 
brain adjusted itself to the circum- 
stance. The old trick, he thought, 
what an ass, I might have known. 
Not the slightest variation, even the 
speech is the same. (The knock was 
repeated.) 

She opened the door. A man of 
decided dimensions entered. He had 
an assumed baleful look of surprised . 
indignity. He would be a bad fel- 
low to mix it with, yet Hal held his 
ground. “Well what the hell are 
you doin’ here with my wife?” was 
his opening attack. “Listen dear, 
he’s just an old friend of mine pay- 
ing a social call,” she intervened. 
“Social — SOCIAL ,” he roared, “and 
at ONE O’CLOCK in the MORN- 
ING? .You shut yer trap and keep 
it shut.” He turned to Hal, “Well, 
come on, spit it out, what have ye 
got to say — not that it’ll do ya any 
good ; you’re caught dead to rights. 
Well what’s the matter, are ye deef? 
Whaddya got ter say?” 

“Not a thing,” quietly answered 
Hal. He knew he was in for it, 
but also realized that no explana- 
tion could justify his presence ; be- 
sides he was wise to the game, which 
was as old as the hills, and just as 
crude. 

“Not a thing, eh, say you’ve got 
a devil of a nerve, 
not a thing, and I 
catch you alone with 
my wife.” “How do 
I K NO W she’s your 
wife?” “Why you 
dirty — (the big fel- 
low strode toward 
him) 'thief,” (the 
woman intervened). 
“Oh don’t, don’t,” 
she pleaded, “really 


there wi 
nothing — 

“There was 

ENOUGH,” 

he barked, 

“I’ll just call 
up the house- 
detect i v e , 
and see if 
H E thinks 
there was 
nothing.” 

He strode to the 
phone, and then — 
hesitated. “Well why 
don’t you call hjm 
up?” asked Hal. The 
receiver was removed from the hook 
— a pause — “put on the house- 
detective” — another pause — “that 
you, Jim — there’s a guy up here — 
yes, in my room — and with MY 
wife — be right up — and say, Jim — ” 

“W T hy don’t you hang up that 
DUMMY phone?” asked Hal. The 
receiver was slammed on the table. 
“Say young feller, ya think yer wise, 
don’t ya? Well let me tell ya ONE 
thing, yer goin’ to come across be- 
fore ya leave this room, GET me?” 

“I get you,” said Hal, “but you 
don’t get ME. I’m wise to this 
badger game.” (they started.) 
“Why don’t you get something 
new?” “Perhaps you could TEACH 
us something new,” the lady purred 
sarcastically. “Perhaps,” was all 
he answered. 

“Perhaps NOT,” said the burly 
one, “don’t be a sap, just come 
across, and come across HEAVY.” 
“Suppose we talk matters ■ over,” 
suggested Hal, “perhaps we CAN 
come to some agreement.” . (The 
three sat.) “This isn’t your regular 
graft,” Hal began, “it’s just a side 
issue. The pickin’s aren’t soft 
enough. Now suppose we com- 
b ne — ” “Why we don’t even know 
who you are,” spoke the feminine 
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voice, not quite so golden now, “and 
how do we know you may be 
trusted?” “You’ll have to take a 
chance on that,” said Hal, “even if 
I DO come from Montreal!” 


They talked until far into the 
morning. And in the meantime, — 
where was Alice — what of the note, 
and WHO was the Lady with the 
black domino? 


(See the REAL STORY BOOK for December- 
on sale at the stands the Tenth of NOVEMBER ) 


EASY MONEY 

“You seem to be having a lot of spare change lately,” said 
Mabel, “and you promised me never to gamble again 1” Dick, 
looking wise, just said,- “And I kept my promise, it isn’t gambling, 
it’s Easy Money.” “No money is easy money,” his wife replied, 
“you either "have to earn what you get, or there’s never any luck 
in it.” “There’s luck in this,” said Dick, “all I did was to write 
a letter.” “DICK,” admonished Mabel, “please don’t add lying, 
to your other accomplishments.” 

“I had intended to surprise you,” replied Dick regretfully, 
“now I’ll have to explain.” Mabel sat down with an air of resig- 
nation, “Yes, yes, go on,” she said. “I stopped at one of the 
stands for something to read,” Dick continued, “but there are 
so many magazines to choose from — one seemed more attractive 
however, and to stand out from the rest. You can’t always judge 
a book by its cover, but I bought it anyway. Say, Mabel, it was 
the best Twenty-Five Cents worth I ever invested in; the Jokes 

are Funny, the Stories, Snappy, and the PICTURES ” 

“What’s all that got to do with the loose change?” inter- 
rupted Mabel. “I’m coming to that in a minute,” said Dick, “this 
magazine is called the REAL STORY BOOK, and REAL is 
RIGHT! They offered a prize — the ad read: FIVE 

DOLLARS for the BEST LETTER of Three Hundred Words, 
telling which story you like the best and WHY. > 

So I wrote to the editor, using one side of the paper, put 
my name and address plainly, and I’ll be doggoned if I didn’t 
win the FIVE DOLLARS! It didn’t take me ten minutes. I 

always thought those things were fakes, and ” 

“Yes, but you’ve had a lot more than Five Dollars,” said 
Mabel, “and I didn’t go through your pockets to find that out 
either!” “Must a fellow tell ALL his secrets,” Dick answered, 
“the stories were sure pippins, but I wanted to read my favorite 
author, so I tried for another prize. They pay the usual word 
rate, and, according to the announcement FIFTEEN DOLLARS 
for the BEST STORY, TEN DOLLARS for the next BEST 
STORY of Six Thousand Words, and must be submitted by the 
Fifteenth of each month. One side of the paper and instructions 
the same as the other. Well, I won the SECOND prize.” “Why 
Dick, I didn’t know ” 

“Oh, there’s a lot of things you don’t know,” said Dick, “and 
one of them is, that next month, I’m going to try for the FIRST 
prize. You certainly will have to admit, that it’s EASY MONEY.” 
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"HE had seen her 
unadorned, in the 



hollow, shameful 
mockery of art — ” 


dropped — the dancer showed fear — 
the sound of the hunter’s horn from 
the music — a shot from the same 
source — “The Dove” had been hit, 
wounded — the Third Veil slipped 
from nerveless fingers to the floor, 
leaving between the audience and 
“The Dove,” little but the atmos- 
phere — she sank to the floor — . The 
dance was over. The spot-light was 
turned off leaving all in semi-dark- 
ness. A maid brought a cloak, which 
was slipped about the recumbent 
form before she arose to take her 
bow. All the lights were up — her 
attention was arrested by a Flower 
Girl, selling cigarettes to a man at 
a nearby table— she looked more 
keenly — stared — the smile froze on 
her face — and then, for the second 
time that night, fell to the floor ; but 
this time, did NOT rise. “She’s 
fainted,”— “the heat,”— “WATER,” 

the orchestra struck up a dance 

number as they carried her to the 
dressing-room. 

* * * 

When she slowly regained con- 


( continued from page 15 ) 

sciousness, i t 
was with the 
painful and bit- 
ter r e m e m - 
brance that it 
was HIS face 
she had seen for 
the first time 
since — since he 
had gone away. 
HIS eyes that had 
turned with re- 
proach and con- 
demnation, almost into her 
very soul. HE who had 
seen her, unadorned, in the 
hollow, shameful mockery 
of art — and HE who had 
looked away when she had 
seen him. The tears fell, 
unrestrained, and unheed- 
ed, as she sobbed. He 
had forgotten her until that night — 
he had promised — he had gone away 
— f o r g o 1 1 e n — ignored her — and 
here he was — and here she was — 
well she had to live — he hadn’t given 
a damn whether she lived or died — 
she didn’t care whether she died or 
not — since he was with — since he 
and that hussy with him had seen — - 
had seen her without — without any 
— as she was — as she had been. This 
was the last blow to all her hopes, 
ambitions, prayers ; the final chap- 
ter. She would leave — another 
place, another city, — a vaudeville 
act, — yes that was a good idea — 
ANYTHING to get away! She’d 
start to LIVE — she had been good 
long enough — and he — hadn’t cared. 
The next night, however, found her 
on the job. She had no feeling about 
it one way or the other; and played 
them all, young, old, middle-aged. — • 
What price virtue, ■ — • heartaches, 
heartbreaks, hard work, lonliness — 
bah, — OA r WITH THE DANCE! 

Following the concluding ensem- 
ble, she had to entertain — at the 
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tables. She flopped into an empty 
seat— ANOTHER old ‘gink’ ! What 
was the difference now, they were all 
alike, one was as good as another 
— or as bad. He touched her knee, 
and was thrilled ; she had no feeling 
about it whatsoever. They danced 
and drank, and drank and danced 
till Daylight called. 

Succeeding nights were a repeti- 
tion, only more so. She didn’t love 
him but he had money. She made 
him spend it, but not on wine. She 
shopped — but not at Macy’s. If 
there was any luxury in either 
apartment, or apparel, she did not 


possess, it was because she didn’t 
know what it was, or where it could 
be purchased. 

He was insistent — but she looked 
him up in Dun and Bradstreet first. 
He had plenty. 

She made him sign on the dotted 
line the day he handed the Justice 
of the Peace, five, transfered to her, 
five times five thousand, and made 
his will in her favor — - 

He had high blood pressure — 
AND — an awful cough, so you’ll 
just have to “Give The Little Girl 
a Hand.” 





THE BULL 

I am Italian. She is French. 

We live in Spain — 

My aint it cold! 
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Who Won The Prize? 

( continued from page 23 ) 

CLASS. Well, we went up to the somethin’ or other 
suite, got settled, and then — we went the same after all. 
out. Say, that beach sure IS some wuz drivin’ at so. 
handfulof 

l 


sand. Startin’ 
at the Inlet, we 
did the Board- 
walk, and any 
place we didn’t 
go inter , — 

AIN’T. 

“Go for a 
dip,’ says he; 

‘just lead me to 
it,’ says I, and 
when he came 
outa the Bath 
House, was he 
a pitcher, say 
I’d rather look 
at that guy in 
a Bathin’ Suit, 
than at the 
Prince of 
Wales failin’ off 
a horse. Talk 
about leg s — 
well the beach 
was full of 
them believe look like September Morn 

me, you see ’em on a ra * n y day. 

there, every kind in the world, but boy, can Sheik, 
he looked at mine and — well they 
ain’t so very skinny. After we each 
had a GOOD close-up, we hit the 
water. Could he swim — I’ll say he 
could — and did he hold me tight, — 

I’ll say he did, but say, the ocean 
ain’t no place to make love — it’s all 
wet. After a while, — ‘how about the 
Pier,’ says he, so after another while, 
we was on the Pier, way out on the 
end, and then — he told me — oh a 
lotta things, just as if I wasn’t wise. 

‘Little girl,’ says he, ‘you’re young, 
too young to know.’ ‘To know 
what,’ says I, kinder innercent like, 
and then he explained about — souls, 
and soill-mates, and somethin’ he 
called Plate — Plate-on — Plate on 



hut it all means 
I knew what he 
‘I’m more than 
seven,’ says I, 
kinder wise like, 
and he looked 
as if he believed 
me.” 

( They all 
shifted posi- 
tions. The 
Lady with the 
Auburn Hair, 
leaned bach im- 
patiently, The 
Brunette, 
yawned impo- 
lit el y. The 
Blonde, crossed 
her legs non- 
chalantly . ) 

“Well, we got 
back to the 
suite — we had 
SOME suite, 
and take it 
from me, HE 
was some sweet ; 
talk about Pep, 
SWEET 
DADDY, that 
and Sheik good. I 
but when it comes 


thought I knew, 
to tricks, he makes Thurston look 
like a piker. — But wait, you aint 
heard nothin’ yet ! 

“He kissed me goodnight twenty 
times, or maybe twenty-one; I lost 
count before he went to his room, 
and I went to mine. I didn’t lose 
much time in gettin’ undressed, and 
under the shower • — say, under a 
shower, undressed, I look like Sep- 
tember Morn on a rainy day — and 
then some; I got that Jane stopped 
on figger, even when the Tide DOES 
go out. Well, I was hardly through 
when — there comes a knock on the 
door — sorta gentle like, BUT, a 
knock. ‘Wait,’ says I, ‘till I get 

{turn over) 
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somethin’ on,* — yeh, and the only 
thing handy was a thin Kimona. He 
wanted to come in awhile, said he 
couldn’t sleep — could he come in and 
talk. ‘Just talk,’ says I, ‘JUST,’ 
says he — ‘it’s late,’ says I, ‘TOO 
LATE,’ he asks — well, — you know 
how it is, when a guy treats ya right 
and spends a roll, and you’re in 
Atlantic City, and the salt air gets 
inta yer blood, and — well, it don’t 
pay to be mean, does it? 


next day after that we — just came 
back. Why, I don’t know — but 
from that day to this, I ain’t never 
set eyes on him again.” 

“Amen,” said The Lady with the 
Auburn Hair. Each sipped another 
cocktail before the third story of the 
evening. 

“What appealed most to me,” said 
she of the Copper Hued Bob, “was 
not only his passion, but his IN- 
TELLIGENCE. He certainly 



“Ours was a hectic love, the wild, impetuous, 
flaming romance of two souls — ” 


“So I — well, we started to talk, 
and before long, I was on — on his 
lap, and before long — well, talk 
about your pettin’ parties, you can 
take it from your Aunt Tillie, he 
was THERE. And after that, well 
— we didn’t TALK much. And 
when he went to his room — it was 
ME who couldn’t sleep! 

“The next day we kissed and loved 
and petted just as much, and the 


could love, but he also had the brains 
to know whether his woman could 
love, and whether she could match 
his love, with HERS. Did I come 
up to his ideal? He can tell you 
that. Did he fill my life with a 
great happiness? I’ll leave that to 
your imagination. I was, his com- 
panion at the time in his life when 
he NEEDED a companion, and 
when I, — needed one too. Ours was 


Who Won The Prize ? 
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a hectic love, the wild, impetuous, 
flaming romance of two souls who 
understood each other thoroughly. 
He came to me with all his problems, 
and I confided in him — everything, 
laying the innermost secrets of my 
heart bare. When he held me in his 
arms, it was not with the calm pas- 
siveness of just another lover, it was 
with the indescribable ardor of a 
SUPERMAN. And when I loved 
him, it was not just the fervor 
of a Cleopatra, it was with all the 
fierce passion of a Du Barry. 

“My nature is written in my hair, 
and he knew it ; he even told me so 
when first we met, and I could not 
deny it. He not only fell for me, I 
fell for him — it was mutual. Love 
is not only in the winning, it is in 
the holding ; and I held him, and he — 
held me. He took me to Niagara 
Falls, and there, beside the mad, 
tempestuous rush of waters, we stood 
arm in arm, gazing 
at the amazing 



spectacle before us. ‘That,’ he said, 
‘is like our love, powerful, strong, 
stupendous, rushing onward and on- 
ward ; and will never stop.’ I was 
supremely happy — it was our first 
night together. What matter man- 
made legality, we were oblivious to 


every other thing, and every other 
body. The delights of his love mak- 
ing opened up, to me, a new world, 
a Furnace of Excitement, a Haven 
of Contentment. 

He knew how to love, and, he did. 
I knew how, and, I did. We both 
were carried away in the whirling, 
bubbling heights of undiluted, flam- 
ing, sexual adoration. There was 
no respite, we loved intently, domi- 
nantly, constantly. He had no weak 
points, and if I had, — well he never 
told me. Mutual consideration, 
mutual understanding, and mutual 
reciprocity. I smoothed his dark hair, 
gazed into his black eyes, pressed 
my bosom to his — he caressed 
my neck, shoulders, ran his fingers 
through my curly permanent wave, 
called me his ‘Goddess !’ There was 
no special time, they ALL were 
special.” 

( The other three all relaxed. The 
Blonde, lighted another cigarette. 
The Flapper, drank another 
cocktail, The Brunette, un- 
crossed, and recrossed in reverse, 
her very shapely limbs.) 

“And then, one day, — he — 
was called away,” said 
the speaker, “and I’ve 
often wondered — and I 
still wonder — who has 
him NOW.” 

She sat down with a 
trump - that - one - if - you --can 
demeanor, as The Brunette 
arose to the occasion. She 
took her time, and gazing 
at the other three, as if weighing the 
main points of their stories, began 
in a low contralto voice that bespoke 
a superb control. 

“My friends,” she said, “no one 
knew him better than I — NO one; — 
of this I am certain. I had him 
LAST. And even though now 
apart, we are, I am sure, still to- 
gether in spirit. He IS a WON- 

( turn over) 
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DERFUL lover. He is everything 
you have said, and he is MORE. 
We not only loved, we adored, 
WORSHIPPED! To me, he was 
as beautiful as a Greek God, and as 
virile as a Casanova. There is love, 
and there is LOVE — we LOVED! 
We reached the HEIGHTS, 
the superlative, Supreme 
PINNACLE! Love, passion, 
intelligence, brains, ten- 
derness, physique, yes, 
he had them all, but 
added to this, strength 
of character, personal- 
ity, a sense of humor, 
and a very definite idea 
of the fitness of things. 

“I’ve heard from you 
each how he appealed 
to the one, and to the 
other, but who can 
honestly say that she 
awakened within him, 
EVERYTHING that 
he possessed? 

“He took me abroad, 
to Paris, Monte Carlo, to Venice — 
ah ITALY! The Bay of Naples,— 
it was there that we both were lost 
in the admiration of Nature about 
us, and the realization of nature 
within us. The memory of that 
night, aboard his yacht will forever 
be the one high-light in my life that 
can never be obliterated. And if 
Fate wills that we never meet again, 
I am thankful for the hours we spent 
together, the wonderful nights, the 
soul - to - soul enrapturement, the 
strength of his arms, the soft ten- 
derness of his heart, the beautiful 
character of his mind, the passion- 
ate yearning of his very being, when 
he was MINE — just MINE!' To 
have had him for a lover, is a bless- 
ing — to have missed him — a cala- 
mity. Everything I possess, I owe 
to him, everything I own, he has 
bought me. The drinks you are 


"We reached the HEIGHTS, 
the superlative Supreme 
PINNACLE!" 



enjoying, the food I eat, the very 
clothes I have on my back, his money 
paid for. I have not heard from him 
in a long while, but I know, that 
someday, he’ll come back and — to 
ME.” 

(There was a pause. Silence 
reigned. It was The Lady with the 
Auburn Hair who broke the spell.) 

Turning to the Proxy, she asked, 
“Well, who wins the prize?” The 
woman, slightly older than the rest, 
and more drab, slowly shook her 
head, “it’s hard to say,” she replied. 

“Why can’t you decide,” ques- 
tioned the hostess, “do you know 
him?” 


“No, I do NOT know him,’ ; 


answered simply, “I 

WIFE.” 

She won the prize ! 


only 


she 

his 
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SONG TITLE IS BROADWAY GETTING 

He Had A Suspicious Soprano RELIGIOUS 

and She Had An Unconscious Bass. Three wise men flowed a star. 


AN EXPERT 
She was good. 
He said so. 


BUTLER : “My lord, a lady 

awaits without.” 

SIR ‘A’: “Without what?” 

BUTLER : “Without food or 

clothing.” 

SIR ‘A’: “Send her in!” 


SUICIDE? 

SHE : “My poor brother blew 

out his brains.” 

HE: “Pistol?” 

SHE : “No,— SAXAPHONE !*’ 


“It’s not the Wrapper that counts 
the most — it’s the Filler,” said the 
tobacco traveling salesman. 

OH WHAT A PAL 
He left the house 
Around the corner, opened a 
little red book, 

He journeyed to the address; 
His wife sleeplessly waited 
through the night, 

In the morning he came home, 

A Mason. 


There’s many a “Strange Inter- 
lude” not staged in public. 



Genuine Venus Ring, symbol 
of Luck in Love. Dazzling 
blue-white Bengal Diamond 
of rainbow fire. Ever con- 
sidered the one true talisman 
for good luck and success. 
Change your luck ! Secret 
hole reveals lovely Queen of 
Beauty, powerfully magnified. 
You’ll be surprised. Sent 
sealed in plain wrapper, with secrets of how to use. 
Send $1.98 stamps or M. 0., or pay $2.20 on delivery. 
M. Jeunesse, 19 Park Row, New York, Suite V-23. 


“AH!” Said HEINZ, 
Looking at his 
‘Fifty Seven Varieties’: 

I love you as I loved you 
When you were SWEET — 
When you were sweet, 

16. 



LUCK * Kwssft 

-all symbolized In 
this rich, new 'LUCKY MAG- 
NET”ring. Attracts, comp els, mys- 
tifies 1 Bo RICH ! Wjn at games, 
business, lore. Order Yours Now / 

Send NO Money 

arrival. Postage paid. Guaranteed. 
B.G.Bradley,Newton,Mass. 



Cents 


Not More Than One to a Customer 

Special Advertising Offer: 

For only 10 cents to help pay for postage and handling, we will send to 
any reader a full carat size Austrian Diamond — the world’s finest. 
Simulating genuine gems, they are simply dazzling in their vivid play 
of rainbow fire, shooting their electric blue-white flashes in every direc- 
tion at your slightest move. Only a perfect gem with 32 diamond cut 
facets is able to provide this dazzling display of fire. Even exoerts are 
astounded! You will be more than delighted with the value ana beauty. 

BIG PAY FOR YOUR SPARE TIME 
To our first customer in each locality we offer an unlimited money- 
making opportunity. Write today! This offer is necessarily limited! 


Famous Prod. Co. 

17 Park Row, -- 
New York. Dept. D-23 


FAMOUS PRODUCTS CO., 17 Park Row, New York, Dept. D-23. 

I enclose 10 cents (coin or stamps). Send me a full carat size Austrian 
Diamond as advertised. (Nothing more to pay— nothing to buy or sell.) 

Name 

Address , . T. 
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FORTUNE 
TELLING is 


unnecessary. 


NEED you 
know about 
your FUT- 
URE? 


NEED you 
know about 
your PAST? 

NEED you 
know about 
M ON E Y , 
HEALTH, FRIENDS, ENEMIES, 
LOVE, etc. 


LET ME PREDICT that you may 
discard Fortune Telling after you 
have learned about yourself through 
your psychological STARASCOPE. 

THE LATEST and best method for 
breaking away from useless worries; 
building up important links in your 
life; and visualizing certain tenden 
cies in your STARASCOPE which 
is based on one of the twelve major 
zodiacal groupings. 


IF YOU ARE AFRAID of these reve- 
lations about your innermost hopes 
and desires, discard this. 


BUT IF YOU WANT to 
AVOID future mistakes, 

PLAN for better times, 

ENJOY profitable contact and 
ACQUIRE more happiness 



FILL OUT COUPON and return to me with 
1 0 cents stamps or coin. I promise you 
real satisfaction. 

HATH RINA ELLIOTT SIMON, 

Section A-9 \ Tff 

Box 222, Times Square, Sta. v 
New York, N. Y. 

Please send me my STARASCOPE as op- 
posed to FORTUNE TELLING, for correct 
explanation of my personal tendencies. I 
promise to retain this for my own use and not 
share with others. All correspondence ABSO- 
LUTELY CONFIDENTIAL. Enclosed find 
10 cents to cover incidental expense. 


I WaB Bora Date In The 

In Month oft . Month 


NAME 

FULL ADDRESS 



Send NO Money 

Lifetime platinum effect ring set with 
two fiery flashing diamond cut Repio- 
ducttons and one blue sapphire gem. 
wgeoua blue, green, and violet dia- 
na fillet Pay ctaty $3 .07 a * ‘ 


H 

P. A. Bradley, Newton, Mass. 



Be Popular 

SUCCESSFUL — MAGNETIC 

Within YOU, as within every other man and 
woman, lies a strange, magnetic power to bend 
other men and women to your will; to make them 
actually WANT you as a friend or as a partner 
in business or marriage; to make people go out 
of their way to do you favors; to overcome weak- 
ness and disease and bad habits; to triumph over 
enmity and ill-will — all through this curious power 
called “Personal Magnetism.” The magnetic person 
draws others to him, silently, secretly, irresistibly, 
as the magnet attracts the iron. They MUST 
yield to the magnetism, fascination and charm 
which radiates from the strongly magnetic person! 

GET WHAT YOU WANT!— YOU CAN! 

Once you know how to use this power, develop 
it and direct it, then you may also obtain your 
thousand and one desires. Before you realize it, 
things will begin to come your way — the things 
you had always longed for come to your eager 
grasp — people begin to seek you out — you become 
popular and sought after, socially and in business 
— all through the use of this irresistible magnetism 
which lies within you like a sleeping giant, ready 
to be called forth to lift you up ana push you 
through to any goal you wish — be it financial in- 
dependence, happiness, success, popularity, health, 
or fortune!! 

AMAZING SECRETS 

Bared In This Wonder Book 

How to win love, affection, trust, and friendship. 
How to obtain money, credit, success, and capital. 
How to overcome enmity and ill-will. 

Why lovers tire, of each other. 

Methods of cultivating charm and character. 

How to become popular, admired, and beloved. 
Secret of raise from $700 to $50,000 a year. 

How to read the character and secrets of others. 
How to overcome bashfulness and fear. 

How to prevent and alleviate diseases. 

How to overcome weakness and bad habits. 

How wives have made their husbands great. 

Why magnetic people have more chances to marry. 
How magnetism retains the youthful powers. 

How to become a real power and a leader. 
Secrets of history’s famous charmers, and many 
fascinating revelations. 

SEND NO MONEY/ Pay postman only $1.98 
and postage on delivery. Satisfaction or money 
back after 3 days examination. 

EDUCATOR PRESS, 19 Park Row 
New York Dept. M-23 



WRITTEN GUARANTEE 
WITH EACH WATCH 

We guarantee each and every watch 
to be in first-class, accurate, time-keeping 
order, and with proper use and care to 
remain so for a lifetime. 

We guarantee to refund money in full, 
or replace any watch that does not prove 
perfectly satisfactory to you in every way. 


/watches' 
[direct frorw 
importer and 
save 50% i 


^Newest 

Style 

I^Wat'ch 
I With 

" Two 

Bracelets 

k Really the 
^greatest 
^Bargain in 




New Design Rectangular JJ) Jm i/o 
Shape Wrist Watch “y 

Everyone will, admire this elegant and artistically designed 
small and narrow shaped 6-jewel wrist watch. 14-kt. white 
Rolled Gold plate case, handsomely engraved platinoid 
finish top, gracefully carved sides. Fitted with genuine 
Swiss movement of the finest quality, guaranteed for accu- 
racy Mid dependability. Every wheel, spring, screw and 
jewel flawlessly finished. Furnished with two bracelets: a 
black silk grosgrain ribbon for day wear and a white gold 
nnteh link bracelet for evening and party wear. A real 
$20.00 value. Send No Money. Pay on delivery. Fill In 


New Model $ 
Up-to-date ‘ 
Strap 
Watch 


^ Your 

choice in 
square, rectangu- 
lar or tonneau shape 
at same price. White 
Gold finish richly carved case, 
s ttX W J with extra-fine Swiss 6-jewel 
^^^''movement , shock-proof and weather- 
proof. Tested and adjusted for accurate 
timekeeping. Regular $18.00 value. Ra- 
dium dial and hands. Send No Money. 
Pay on delivery. Fill in coupon below. 


Lifetime 
, Precision 
Men’s 

Strap A 
Watch M 

Worn by Prao-JyH 
tical Men 

Everywhere. 

Guaranteed Ui 
shock proof and^B 
weather proof V 
— Perfect time- ^ 
keeper — Radi- 1 
um Dial — tells 
time In dark — 
Fine Imported full 
jeweled movement 


This Men’s Pock- 
et Watch — Knife 
— Chain and 
i Pistol Cigar 
I Lighter Combi- 
1 nation, sold sep- 
I ately would 
I retail for over 
1 $ 15 . 00 . 

Here’s an oppor- 


a $15.00 value. Fully 
guaranteed to give you 
VSlr complete and entire satis- 
fy faction. This is not a cheaply 
constructed domestic watch, but 
a real time piece. Send no 
money. Pay on delivery. Fill 
In coupon. 


.State 
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no& Bargain SALE! 

#▼ OLID gold effect case t 

moneu smt ^ guaranteed 25 years. Richly engraved — Beauti- 

full Accuracy guaranteed by 100 year old million 
< >■' dollar factory. Time-keeper dial. Railroad back. 

|Q Locomotive crown. Why pay $10-$20 for your next watch? 

t,f in 11 * rt-mSend NO Money $087 

ill //«; I” ' o\\Wl When vour watch, knife and chain arrive pay and 

f- ll“'0 *7 Bargain Sale Price. (Nothing more Jo payjjw’j Postage 

fAlw* t"7 0-» <1 E? F p 1 BRADLEY. Wholral. J.wplers. 

ML- C-fr - ,,/J/p/ r !\LC ■ Dept. N.A., newton, mass. 

InIY”' Vf ......... 7^. - la IEIA I . . - _ _ . Gentlemen— Send Bulldog Watch, Knife and 

V'.tf •" 60 '\ TDl A I ■ Chain at once. Will pay $3.87 and postage 

viV - 7 50 iTi rz " WI/i B i L ! (no more) on arrival. My money back if not 

LYk- , / ? ;0-'rW B iWBi-mfc i aeUghted . 

r .'v W. . Wear 10 days atJ Name 

CHAINSjfe.,; ■ ■ our expense Guar-. 

and KN I anteed— Money back , gtreet 

rnr r 'Ll colo bono I if not delighted. I 

i*ntt I guarantee | You^risk nothing. I city state 

S I 111*1/ C Money, Happiness, 

LUUrl T Success— allsymbol- BECOME A RAPID-FIRE TRICK 

LUCKY MAGIC EYE" ring. At- Z'* A ® *■* Z\ £\ W ,¥ C HP 

SSSSM WARIUUN’iai 

now SEND NO MONEY » Any one can turn spare 

^ Pay Postman $2.98 on Arrival. J\ '%\ \Bo! time * nto money — become 

Postage paid. GUARANTEED. ll% &S \M|| m popular — be an artist — be 

r\3fc3|R. A. Bradley, Newton, Mass. \VB»iB ~ V called clever. Our Course — 

fai ■ mWb \\1W * 30 Clever Cartoon Stunts— 

What Made His 

1 tem showing “How to Orig- 
jp * nate Your Own Ideas” 

HZIIb UmwftS * mm makes you competent. 

■ BC1II Wl ■■ ■ There is always a demand 

»» j u:„ i +%« n ncuiaH for vaudeville artists and this line of art. No talk 

Read His Letter for the Answer or c h a tter required, complete COURSE $ 2 . 00 . 

MODERN CARTOON SERVICE 

_ “Two years ago Dept. R> 2 96 Bergen Street, Brooklyn, N. Y. 

I was bald all over 

the top of the head. 

telSfJSSSS “LUCKY GOLD COIN” 

head. I tried differ- ^ COLID gold effect BING set 

pntnrpnarations u with gold coin replica dated 

s hk w p thpv did no 1849 — gold rush year! Success 

ffi) but they did no - n business, love and great 

,•/ good. I remained BICHES^aid to follow wearer. 

K,- V 1 U8Cd llfclf SEND NO MONEY 

4 .... . . Pay postman $2.48 and postage on 

Newnair came arrival. Money back'll not delighted. 

almost Immedi- E. B. Bradley, Newton, Mass. 

ate ly and kept on 

growing. In a short ■ — — — 

| SHSS r- n^THE BODY BEAUTIFUL! 

| feet ever since — 

fk^balrlnMq 1 ” 11 ijflpl For Physical CulturiMs. Artists. Sculp- 

the baldness. ... ion. ds. Life Posts of mosi beautiful 

This Statement is by Mr. H. A. Wild. He is . t models from lanwus European Studios. 

but one of the big legion of users of Kotalko WJ uj Wmm*'* 

who voluntarily attest it has stopped falling **’ 

hair, eliminated dandruff or aided new, luxu- ■“ 

riant hair growth. KOTALKO is sold by busy LLAVERDE 6c CQ 

druggists everywhere. ,#ef ABox , 329 HAVANA. CUBaI 

FREE Trial Box 

HKKSSTOSXHE 7 mra 09 i 111 | M (T Money, Happi- 

To prove the efficacy of Kotalko, for |L^J BV ^ ness * Succass 1 

men's, women's and children's hair, the : : |{§gSgg 3 — an symbolized 

producers are giving Proof Boxes. Use coupon a >n this rich, new, “LUCKY LOVER 

tr» ^H| ring. Attracts, compels, myshnes I Be 

or write, to 0 . T v Rich. Win at games, business, love. 

Koial Co., A-697, Station O, N. Y. Send NO Money! 

Please send me FRlSE Proof Box of KOTALKO ^^^^dley^^vton*!^^ 

Address 




Give Your Ambil 
Free Pla yf 


Tie Up With t^e 
Most Successful 


Company in (hefieM 


Mal^e Big Money -Sf u t at Once/ 

With The Carlton Line 



No C^pifal 
Required 
No Experience 
Necessary 

/ 



No Experience Necessary — No Investment Required 
— Every minute right from the start, is to be profit- 
able to you. Part time or Full time .... Day time 
or Night time .... An opportunity wherein your 
success is only dependent upon your “Willingness 
to Try 1” 



Charles Mekay, 
New York — One 
of Carlton’s many 
Big Money Earners 
. . . His success, at 
the rate of more 
than $100.00 a week 
every week, is also 
your opportunity. 
Mail the Coupon! 


I LLUSTRATED above .... The famous 
Carlton Sample Outfit — the book that is 
making this entire country a play-ground 
of Big Money Earning for Carlton Repre- 
sentatives .... the records of 1927 certainly 
prove it! 

Between its two covers . ■ . the nationally 
known Carlton Custom-Quality Line of Men’s 
Dress, Work and Sport Shirts, Neckwear, 
Underwear, Pajamas — the easiest to sell 
Men's Wear Line in America .... and again 
the records of 1927 to prove it! 

Tear Round Business 
-Ever Active Market 

Through you, we go direct to the vast Ameri- 
can market of 35 million responsive pros- 
pects — ever new . . never exhaustible! .... 

All you have to do is show the sample book, 
quote the low prices and take order after 
order without effort. 

Carlton defrays full transportation charges, 
collects balances due and guarantees cus- 
tomer satisfaction. 

If you prefer, begin by devoting spare time 
. . . your earnings will soon justify full time 
to Carlton’s big-money-earning proposition. 

Carlton actually puts you in business for 
yourself — gives your ambitions full play, and 


makes every minute of 
your association profitable. 


Biggest Commissions 
Bonuses in Addition 

You are paid daily — in cash. Each sale 
carries biggest commissions. Simplicity of 
plan makes Carlton proposition easy for you 

to grasp and easy for you to start right 

out and show surprising results. 

Carlton’s Bonus Plan is the most successful 
earnings booster in the direct selling field — 
payable regularly and repeatedly, in units 
from $25.00 to $300.00. Explanation of 
Bonus Plan as well as details on Carlton’s 
40% Profit Sharing Plan furnished with 
outfit. 

Profit Sharing is paid to Carlton representa- 
tives in addition to ",all other sources, of 
Carlton incomes. 

Complete Outfit FREE 

Put it in Your Pocket and 
Put §100 a Week in with it. 

Upon receipt by us of special coupon to the 
right, you will be promptly furnished with 
complete sample outfit — the most elaborate 
selling kit in the field, containing hundreds 
of beautifully mounted, large sized swatches, 
of the actual merchandise. Order books, 
supplies and valuable selling helps included 
with outfit. 

There is no time like “at once” when an 
opportunity such as this one presents iUelf 
to you. Fill in and mail the coupon — your 
outfit will go forward by return post — pre- 
paid. In less than a week, you will shake 
hands thankfully with the hand that wrote 
the coupon. 


*ctrt your success at once - Sparetime or full tins e 


OUTFIT * 

FREE s ,'*f 

Jl'tt sujiptjLj AcCCituj 

tqiuprtwnt~Xind -aiaipt yoaA. 
cumlbitiori asmij l \iueip(in^ull 

1^/rfUndel 
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MILLS' 

114 FIFTH AVENUE 
NEW YORK* N.Yi 

C. E. MANDEL, Pres. Dept. 514S 
Carlton Mills. Inc. 

114 Filth Avenue, New York, N. Y. 

Dear Mr. Mandel: 

Send me the Free Carlton Outfit by re- 
turn mail -- prepaid. 1 am ready to 
put The Carlton Line and your Big 
Money Earning guarantee to a test! 

Name 

City State...- 



The Purple Twins in "Rio Rita ” 




